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"IF * E F A 0 E. 


kind the great advances we have made 


in reaſon and focial improvement, it is na. 
tural to look back on the romantic a ges with 


the ſame Pleaſure as on the * of our 


childhood in maturer life. A fierce and ge- 
nerous courage, united with humility off 


manners , muſic and poetry blended with 


| feſtivities, and beauty every where fitting | 


triumphant over arms are the delightful pic- 
tures which the age of chivalry preſents to 
us, and which the author has here attempted 


to delineate, He does not, however, pre- 


tend to an exact deſcription of manners. 
Tragedy is rather converſant about the heart ; 


and, according to the obſervation of an ex- 
cellent critic t, whoſe 2 reaches 


1 r loa e , 


tion, De ferir haut et parler Bas—pour Þ amour de Dieu 
1 der Dames.” W *. 
moires, &c, 5 

' + Lord Kaims, 


9 
2 


' 


Ve 
- 


_ 
b E 
* 0 q 


mon difficul 


Ne ( iv ) 


terwerve the \manners with the des of 
the ſentiments is an = of n no com- 


3 2 r 7 
e e 
3 TSF 


1 Piece Eo this bor. | 


2 * 


ders of che Alps, in the ſouth of France. 
The Cruſade of St. Louis, which has been ſo 


well deſcribed by one ®'of its moſt diſtin- 


guiſhed heroes, is the period at which the 


aQtion i is collceived. | 


As this! is {ie of tic MES: 


| exceedingly diſcredited at the preſent day, 


(for it ſeems in danger of being ſhortly ex- 
pelled from the ſtage) I cannot let flip an 
opportunity 25 faying a few words in its 


* 
% : 7 * 


3 
The deten of a: * to pre 
carts is grand and intereſting in human 


aclions; to deſeribe the mind in the moſt 


elevated pitch of ſentiment, and in the agi- 
tation and conflict of the paſſions. It ſeizes- 


on whatever we love, we dread; admire or 


* Joinville. - 2 ot A n 
d venerate 


ws ok , 2 


0 


venerate in human nature 3. while in the fn 
itude it affects of us in the nobleſt points of 


view, it is as much ſuperior to Comedy, as a 
56 legitimate painting to a caricature. Ar:iflotle,. 
whoſe - vigorous. and comprehenſive mind 
throws a current of light on every ſubje& 
texture of the fable, and allotted to Tragedy 

the moſt diſtinguiſhed rank in poetry. We, 
are not taught, however, to feel by exam 
ple, or the force of authorities. If we do 
not meet with authors who can touch the 
key of the fineſt ſenſibilities. in nature, it is 
not the want of taſte or feeling, but the want 
of genius, that we muſt lament; for at the 
preſent day, where there is one good writer 
to be found, there are many thouſands of 
good critics. It muſt indeed be conſeſſed, 
bowever a work addreſſed to the imagination 
may amuſe in retirement, that to produce a 
proper effect on the ſtage requires no very 
common exertion of poetical talents, * Si 
' paulum ſummo decęſſit, vergit ad imum. 
Ver in he dag works of the drama, the 
PLS ſiſter 


£ 


— for the genius 


of the: poet. The author (who has ſeen 100 
much of life) is not vain enough to think, 

fon a moment, that he is about to exemplify 
- the'high effects he would aſcribe to Tragedy. 
Soch is the boaſt of only the choiceſt fa- 
vourites of the Muſes—and the nobleſt minds 
amengſt us have evidently long „ 
An ment el literature. ” n 


fl : _- . "9 
* F | * k T 
— 24 * 7 * Y: . g . — 


00 The Husa piebe \ was ee e and 
fer the moſt part written, upon the ſpot 
* With the dhe is Uradel to pes. The 
avecations-of the author have not permitted 
him to complete it according to his withes ; 
and it is amongſt the mortifications of an un- | 
writer, that his executio 
Will gegerally fall ſhort of his conceptions. 
As dhe performance was not intended merely 
forthe oloſet, the ſimplicity of the fable has 
been "Unfortunately violated, If however, 
under any diſadvantage, it ſhould be en- 
titled to ſucceſs, it is the fortune of this 
country that there are friends of genius and 
& 31 Xs 5 * 
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LE 
T4 - * 


% 


learning, the jurors — ho decide on our lite 
rary claims, and who cannot have an in- 
tereſt in paſſing ſentence more predominant 
than impartiality and juſtice. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 
Viscovyr APRENONT. 

| Rocuzronr. N 
Count WII IIAM, a Troubadonr, or Bard, 
RavrmonDd. F 
GrorrreY, his Eſquire. * 850 
AzZELArs, (Daughter of ArREMoxr. * 
Manina, (Wife of Rocnerorr. ) 


4 Ane. (Servant of Az zL AIs.) 
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© SCENE 1. 4 Garden.  Marning. F 
> 
£ * 


Enter Rochefort, Willi iam cui a Mufcal 55 
Jenn obſerving Azelus and Marina a poſe at 


910. 


a diſtance. . | | 


W a 8 
1 4 - „ a C 
' " a | N 


— 


Wit 1 HAVE 4 realen Nou believe me, 
Rochefort, E 


1 have much —Perdition [Why ſhe follows ber, 
Like her ſhadow ——— ; 
Roch. What? Hey day! You are : difturd'd. - 
Nil. It was a wand ring fit. r bow 
je * eig 2 
och. No: 18 ur he: art. | GP % | 
Wil. My heart? A ae 
Roch. the your heart—and whoſe would Qvink 
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"of eyes thar ſevech like x Wed. N 
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8 RAYMOND: | 
Wil. It was a glance FRA 


n into 1 marrow. 
R ourage, take rate 
From the aſſault. 

Wil. O ove, chog cordeſt, 1 
As irrefiſtiDle and littte Narbe, 3 5 
As does the falcon to the ſhrill-rongued hare, 
Transfixed upon the woodland mountains fide z 
Or like the blue arrow of a peſtilence, 

When the enchanter leaves his ſnaky fen 
And ſculks behind a vapour thro' the vale. 
But tell me Rochefort, fince I am entangled 
In the ſnare, is there not ſome myſtery 
Involving us? The lovely Azel 
Who hears me with ſuch gentle Wenne 
And amiable attention Whence comes it 
That pale ſorrow, lee an envĩoua niiſt that blights 
The vernal ſky, has veil'd her in her beauties? 
Her countenance is frozen with Eons 3 
And her upliſted eyes inſinuate ONT. 
With ſuch humility into my wu! 
That I am half-diſſolv'd in = unknown 
And ſpeechleſs melancholy. Unfoldit— 

Is there ought my kindling hopes foreſee not? 
N me, nh may He in ĩts birth 1 1 
A flame, which every moment grows upon my life. 

Roch. Do you call, it fades mene, 2 is de * 


jection, 
A devine timidity; thi ever eck? ; 
And ſweetens the regards of baſhful love, 
But ſhould I tell ons, this $8, 
Fil. What? a 
"Roth. NCo. 
I were not junge in 80 akitg Jer. 
Wil. FT our ſworn | anth.— 


Roch. 


A TRAGEDY. "a 
well—ſuppaſe were | 
The wag ape fortune. 4 


Wil. How can thou ſay? 
; Roch. It was for her "Flt DEE : 
Your preſence here, I knew ſuch . meet 
In an iuſtindtixe love. William, ſhe is 
A treaſure, a rich 4. for all 5 be ber o. 
That i ln 0 4 ad 70 
en} oy it ſt 
Kocb. But rebuke e ä | 
If amongſt her equals chat Win 4 
The caſtles of the paſſing Rbane, dee one 
So gentle or ſo fair, who + 
il. Aye, thou can't nat ſay 
Enough, or my heart beats a b "ob 
To all chat you can utter in her pro 21 
are Wee art my generaus friend. 
ol all chat my defires could aſk. ey Oh 
My ſecond ſelf ; and the hand of fortune 
Has attun'd our joys, our hopes, our ſentiments 
To * Giye 'me her, tranfcendant 
| eav'n! 
In your bounty, and I will bear be weight 
Of your adverfity without a groan | | 
Tis ſanction d. Twas no dr better ſtars 
This morning 


Announc d it in my fAppbens. 
Rochefort, 
Ter eee . Lo Log 
ve her hill's a um taps 
ppear'd the fairy ot mn ND OY io, 
He E led chariot lighay Pens. a. 
Vpon. the Hows billows of 
Andpauſing in her azure courſe ſhe ee 
And f ſnew id me an d (ar beſide . 


* 


And all the neighbourhood in 
Murmurs round our 


Within the peaſive filence of theſe walks, 


5 RAYMOND: 
Bright as a burning diamond that makes noon of 


night— 
Unveiling the rich whittricſs of her cheeks | 
To the colouring of the roſy north, 
That play'd in rude careſſes on her robes, 


She look d on me and glanc'd a ſmile that aruck 
In quick vibration on my heart and ſhook me 


With ſuch magick ra as untun'd my nerves. 
Roch. Hold. She is returning N to her 


And maintain your fortune. 


Wil. Stay, not as yet— 
Roch. You heſitate. What would you more? 
Herſelf _. 
Shall Azelais come here, kneel down and aſk you 
A confeffion at your feet? 
BY Hay? to accoſt her 
de fork the inmoſt ſecret of my fol 
ort, have you ever lov'd—Bur this 
my. 3 LEreunt. 


SCENE u. eas x 
Enter Azelais and Marina, | 
Mer Come, come, 


my Azelais, it is the day 


We celebrate our king's deliverance, — 


Wipe off theſe melancholy tears, 
And mingle in our rejoicings. The bal 


Already is alive with preparation; 


Vour father meets with cheerfulneſs the morn 1 
lation 

tes. Why will you ſhun 

The countenance of joy to cheriſh here, 


A gloomy 


| A' TRAGEDY. 5 
A's 


loomy ſelfiſh-ſorrow ? nay witneſs me, 
You ſhall not fly our 8 this day. 
Axe. Alas! Marina, if you force me hence 
þ cannot join you in your gaities. 
Mar. At leaſt you'll witneſs them and add your 
voice 
To our thankſgiving. 


* 


Are. Rather leave me here . 

To r forth my thanks to th' o'er-bounteous =, 
judge, | 
Whoſe gracious and befriending will reſtores | 
Our prince and pious father from a ſad 
And fore captivity. But tears and gratitude * 4 
Are all I can beſtow. This broken heart 
Has loſt its ſympathy with joy ; the ſhouts 
Of mirth no longer are harmonious 
With my feelings I only live to mourn. 
Leave me then unnoticed in my ſufferings, | \ | 
For your ſolicitude diſtreſſes me. | 
Mar, Shall I leave you to eternal mourning ?” 

Are 2 for ever wedded to 83 | 
To 2 cf and tears and ſolitude? 

Are. What then? 
If 1 give thanks, it is to one above, 
Who penetrates our inmoſt thoughts and 1 
He ſeeks not outward ſigns, to > a; and feaſt 
In proof of giving thanks. His bleſſed will - 
Muſt . . that brought Raymond 

N 1 
Before my eyes, and bringing him wing'd round 
A flight of rapture-breathing Cherubim; 
Becalm'd the azure and tranſparent ſkies, 


And * all the earth with] joys— —"T was that 
In raking him away, that ſpread inftead 


A co- 


— - 


9 ne of FW Ks” mY 
a. | 
* 
1 N 5 
. 


. . rr 
: — . 


The delicious im 
| — hich, both w 


Beheld him wave his glittering 


6 RAYMOND: 
A colourleſs and ghaſtly r 


In eternal A ans mournings 

Mar. Ah! aye! 
Go on and wal Gat with Gahs, 8188 
Lonly aſk es be mine, and let re 
See you ſmile to day. Make merry but for once 


vill give freſh food to xs ww ty Oh! 
Lou poor mourner think, my fortune too 


Has robb'd me of 2 Raymond But I ſorſook 


The vain remerabrance of the dead and Rund 


My e ion in the rival knights, 
Who as for you with ſongs and eager ſtriſe 
And feats of arms contended to replace him. 
Axe. Enviable Gew much!) your eq wt 11 
wounded 
From the ſhaft of lone could find ſuch med eine ; 
For its poiſon. Oh! That you ere 


To allay the inſufferable ſever 


Boiling in my veins. 111 
Aar I will, 1 can 
If you will liſten to me F b N 
Aue. What can you waſh of 5 
from my 3 0 
ing and aſlee ſoul 
meditating — — 4 
pro mall J ever loſe the recollection 
Of his perſon, when from the caſtle top 
J-rraced his penſive paces to the Rhone, 
And laſt amongſt the troop of embarkation 
caſque and bend 
Towards our towers, till gliding from my ſight 
Behind yon ſable hills th' impatient ſtream | 
Had borne him off to Paleſtine and arms. 
From that time forth how oft have I purſued 
The various courſes of his deftiny ! bed | 
E 


. * 


1 2 * . 
P ih as. 
* 


A TRAGEDY. 7 


The orient ſun ner pour d its golden ſplendors 
On my curtains, that I have not trace d 

With fruitful fancy in its beams, the toils, — 

The frightful dangers and long wandering marches 

Of my hero; and oft with ſwimming eyes 

Approaching have I ſeen him from the perils, 

Of the field and cover'd o'er with ſpoils. / 

Woeful was the illuſion ! But of his fate = 

Be his the glory : Be the ſotroẽ mine. 
Mar. ” ſhame !—'Tis thus you are the cruel 
author q | 


* 


Of your wretchedneſs; and thus you'll grieve and 
nee „ 5. * 
Into a ſelf ſought certain death. Madneſs 

It is not by our wailings we can heal 

The ravages of peſtilence and war. 

Raymond lies buried in Egyptian ſand. 

The Happier Lewis has ſurvived him. | 

This day is not devoted to bemoan the fallen 

But celebrate the fortune of the living. 

Look round There's not a face in theſe demeſnes 

That is not prompt to ſmile. Count William too, 

Our ruminating bard, ſtrikes up a ſongs 

Of chearful mirth and ſeeks to light on hearers®- 

Of his lays. But come with me: already 

In the mead a gay pavilion's rais'd. _ 

Ia ſparkilng range th' armorial bucklers hang 

Before the liſts ; and promiſe ſuch a fete; 

Of arma as Apremont ne er ſaw before Come 

Attend me to the caſtle; and a band 

Of ſprightly: cavaliers ſhall ſoon arrive 

And rouſe you into mirth. ih 
Axe. Never, never r 

Tis therefore I'd avoid them; and thank heaven 

There is a place upon the ſpacious baſe 


o | 
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* * 
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| Oſ p leaſure on the bottom 


KAYMOND:/ 


© Ofthoſeo'er ſhadowing: mountains, chat can ſereen ; 


me (5 
From the noiſy worldd—Peibive biet abode! 


Whoſe melancholy muſic, iſſuing 
727 From the diſtant 5 
Io ſull my ſerwagtbere to reſt. Yes, there 


pires, * oft invited me 


Within = holy filence of thoſe walls 
I will enfold myſelf for ever; muſing 
In the cloiſterd and religious lights on ſcenes - 


Rack * 


That heavenly contemplation paints. To me 


What comfort is the inheritance of all 
That the furrounding vineyards yield! 
*Tis more congenial with my ſufferings 


To kneel N vault where 1 ſhall reſt 


For ever, and Breath forth my ſwelling fights | 
In . me, leave me then Marina. 
. | LR Marina. 
SCENE Il. 
us Aztlai walks gently on, William at a aue ply 
IH on an inffrument. it | 


ere, Als Ab! What is this that ſteals upon my e 


Oomplainintz with aſympathy fo tender !— 
It is the ethereal olds ſome fall'n angel, 
Or love has found a n ſpeaks n language 


Of his OWN. | | 
Deep, deep I feel the tremblin and return ing pul 
my ſoul. -- 

Wi J. Fair, ſilent daughter of 9 0 
Who lov'ſt to ſteal from the admiring croud 094 


And fold thy lovely arms indolitude, 
x * Ta nymph; tis to you that 1 addreſs 
| tale 


1 Ph 


* N 


To her retirement, whoſe mind is fad? 


" A_ TRAGEDY. 2 


Axe. I cannot fly that voige, that ſeems to ſpeak 
Like an enchanter s. — Ah! tell me who thou art: 
And why doſt thou delight in tracing one 


Mil. Becauſe, - 
Like her, I am the child of thoughtfulneſs— 
Born of a noble race, who fbuthward hence, 
Where theſe high barriers look upon the deep, 
Live thro' th? eternal ſummer of their hills 
In airy halls, delighting to purſue . 
The ſylvan chace, or ſtimulate their ſtrength 
With the fierce exerciſe of ſon'rous arms. 
Whilſt I, deſerting oft the toil of war, 
Sing, wand'ring where I liſt, of chivalry and love. 
Attend, and hear the ſimple tale of love. s 
© With purple pinions there was a native” | 
© Of yon airy dove · houſe on the Scyon rock 
© The timid wanderer at firſt content | 
© To waſh his plumage in the Rhone, and circling. 
© In the ſun-beams of its yellow meadows, 
TFaſte the warm breath of th' almon-ſcented fouth. 
© But he forſook theſe native bounds, and then 
© Became a wild inhabitant of the ſky, | 
© Perching off the giddy alpine woods _. 
© And thro' the noon-tide azure round their tops 
© Sailing on the x qa ocean of the air: 
But, ah! thoſe days of freedom are no more 


A penſive dove, the blue- ey d enchantreſs 
Of this grove, has lur'd him into her haunts; 
And now he ſits a ſorrowing captive [6.1588 
© In the ſhade, and meditates his hopeleſs love.? 
Aze. Ah! I never meet you, but you touch me 
IG ſome- ſweet, plaintive hiſtory. Good Count, 
o on. a" | 3 


| 
; 


Y * 

. 

＋ 

2 * 

—_ 

| l 
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Z - „ Ane „ 


Fee e es ſome cauſe 


So carneſt ly. 


RAYMOND: 
* Then ſhall 1 relate what noble feats 
God-like yalour were performed by two 


Unrival'd Knights in 
Aze. Spare, ſpare i 


* 1 at the Ak name of waf, 


ye love. Ah, * | 
to dread Three brothers | 
once, 


Tall, blooming dow; 78 bf chivatry, the pride 
And pillars of our houſe, theſe ten 7 


Have lain upon the WT: ſhores of Paleſtine. 
And, oh— | | 


Wil. What— - 
Axe. You ſpoke of two  Uſotrioas knights— | 
Wil. Both ales of valour— 
Aze. And who were they? 
Both living yet? 
Mil. The chief was Chatillon. 
Axe. Chatillon *—and the other did he fall? 
Mu. Their matchleſs fortune warm ' d me with 
2 glow 
Of emulation „as I heard the tale 
1 ourning on the coaſt. Heroick ſouls, 
e thoſe, were 8 of the cauſe of heav'n ! 


ars us Of f 


| 70 mortal 8 uſtain d the ſhock of war 


— alone 3 | 
And had two more been found, all n now 
Had bow'd to us in chains. | 

Aze. Reſolve me, 


Were they killed ?—both killed? 


Wil. It concerns you, Perhaps, you look 


Aue. Ok! do'you think ?=But who can hear 
Of ſuch heroick — and not be panting 


2 Mil. 


For their fate. 


A TRAGEDY. * 


Wil. Heav'n! ſhall 1 deſcend, and let 
The lightening of the winged current ſhoot me 
Into Paleſtine, to purge the ſacred land + 
From domineering thieves, and lead a gang 
Of catenated chieftains to thy feet ? 

Who would not throw his life to gain à prize 
So glorious as thy pity ? Bleſt be thoſe lips, 
That breathe the ſoft effuſion of compa on! 
You are the prieſteſs of meek charity, E 
Bearing a ready hand ſtretched out, and an eye 
Prompt to moiſten in diſtreſs. —Thine, thine alone, 
Of all the brighteſt ſuns of Apremont, 

Have found an entrance to my heart, 


SCENE IV. 
Enter Marina. 
Mar. * ais, 


This way. 9 — ren) off this MERE 
Soft ur. 


2 


And my Nad is anxious for your PR 
[Exit Azelais. 
Mar. How fares it with the gentle Count? 
7. diſpleas'd. 
What TOs of nature? Nightingale, ſweet 
har 
Come tune your viol, to diſpenſe with better 
thoughts 
Theſe wayward looks: and let me hear, once more, 
The courtſhip of the firenuous Norman, when he 
met 
- The loving Counteſs in the Thymy vale . 
37 hoe C 2 Of - 
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12 | RAYMOND: 


: Of Nemafis; and how they 9 figh'd and Tag, 
And N and then kiſs 1 Count. 


Madam. 
+ Mar. Come, make ir ſpeak; 

. ( beucbi 1 bis infronen 5 
Wi l. Plban—Ic has no tongue 
To ft th inf infipid wanton years of ev'ry = 

Mar. Peace to your courteſy. 5 
Aar. Keep, Sir, ET. 
"Your tongue, your love, e for Azelais ; 
And the full ag te of all you boaſt 
Shall meet from her the price of ſo much worth, 
Contempt, derifion, and repulſe. Vain minftrel ! 
Is it for a heart that women ſigh, ſo tender, 
Meek, irreſolute as thine; that trembles _ 
At the trumper's ſtartling voice? No, no, tis one, 
Gen'rous and warlike, panting with the thirſt 
Of fame, and eager to ruſh foremoſt on 
The fearleſs leader of the war. But thou, 
. Unmanly y uggard, thou==who'rt loit'ring here, 
To verkify and fing, while all your countrymen 
"08 ng. in the cauſe of heav . 


. William, plus. 


ot an the phreneticks on earth, relieve me 
From a vixen that is ſtung by lighted love. 
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SCENE I. 4 Hall, with an Aſembly of Knights 
| | and Ladies. p | a 


L ſpeak bow much 1 feel 


And how much honour' d by the attendance 
Ol my ſurrounding friends, to crown this day. 

For you, my youthful ſons of chivalry, 
We've not forgot our -promis'd preparation 
For the trial of your worth; and bye and bye 
We ſhall behold who merit to ſucceed 
The champions of our righteous cauſe, and who 
May _— the — their 22 os 8 

1 Knight. much, my Li iſ- 

11 N TH 
This patronage of arms, and glorious conteſt. 
And at a ſeaſon when our country, glean'd 
So often of her choiceſt Knights, ſeem d flumb'ring 
In tranquillity of arms, I wonder | 
In beholding ſuch a gallant throng. Brave youths, 
Then emulate the of thoſe, -whoſe valour 
Has immortaliz'd our hills. Save, ſave, 
Your Lordſhip. By theſe tears I cannot yet | 
Forget the glory they have brought upon the name, 
The houſe of Apremont—and he too, Raymond. 
The brave boy—where ſhall we meet his equal 


Peace to his valiant ſoul. The Roland P: 
| A 24 Knight. 


RAYMOND; 


2d Knight. Pardon | 2 
8 But, Ny ſon, you might 
e * > Na, one more reveres 
ry of the brave. My Lord, 
N has fe fele.—But ſome blood! is marked. 
Mich ſuch a rous and princely character, 
That one daß fav'd is worth a progeny _ 
Of vulgar loins. My Liege may yet contemplate 
The proud ſtam 85 and image of his anceſtors. 
ook there—Bluſh not, fair Azelais, time was 
When I had gloried to have bent in homage 
Io thy charms. But now. know to father here 
So much thy worth, that twould entrance the 
mem'ry 
Of al chou haſt bi df warmer). Indeed it 
. makes me 
Melancholy. to ſee your. looks ſo d of late. 
_ Roch. Spare our Azelais, I;know her nature, 
Woing commendation, farts with its own praiſe. 
But, my fellow cavaliers and ſworn brothers, 
I much rejoice, upon this choice occaſion, 
- — 8 to 1 brave, aig 1 friend 
tis litting by my who may e 
The loſs of thole you maurn. 
(Count William Sous. 
Apre.. Count William, 


This aſſembly, with myſelſ, feels 8 

By your preſence: and whether in the combat 

Or in ſong, poſſeſſing Jou, finds eſs priuation 

Of its ornaments. - 

Mil. Lam overcome, in truth, 

By ſuch diſtinction. Your courteſy ourſtrjps me; 
And bearing not my genius on my tongue's end, 
I ſtand like one that's left to wonder at the ſpeed 

ine would contend with in the field. HR 

ch. 


* 


A TRAGEDY# 7m 


. Roch. I knew, 8 
My friend, you'd give us * our praiſe with 


uſury. oo ATrumpets.) 

-4pre. My fons, Ti not detain you here. [ 

know 7 

You're burning to be on the field. In honour 

Of this day, one moment firſt great Louis 

Muſt demand our thoughts. Count William, ' 2 
Will you fing Silence -e intreat ee. 


Chorus of Minjrels. 


Now, in the ever watchful fr, | 
Behold eternal juſtice riſeʒ 

Th' exulting infidels confound, | 
And raiſe their captive from the 1 
Our chiefs once more unfetter'd riſe; 
The croſs once more expanded flies; 
And butſtiag his indignant chains, 

| Our glorious Monarch Eren and ien. 


* 
3 


Wil. Yes, yes, my countrymen, he lives and 
reigns, 
The mirror of heroick fortitude 
And zeal unquenchable's reſtor'd to us. 
As, at the cloſe of ſome tempeſtu 5 
The ſug unveil'd upon the golden 
Of ether, round — red horizon, — 
His angry ſplendors, chaſing off the clouds 
Before the blue dominion = his day. 
The tempeſt-beaten woods reviving raiſe 
Their watry heads: The hills illuminated | 
And ſerene contemplate the effulgent proſpect; 
And old ocean ſparkles with delight. 
(The 


* 


5 RAYMON "5 
C (The company _ n with, 4e, . 


0 illiam) 
| ANIL * N 


1 tho: inuſtrious « count, moſt join my voice | 
In the applauſe that's due to you—lt is 
A theme moſt worthy of your noble mind, 
And I declare this inftant to the ears 
Of theſe my numerous and gallant knights, | 
Who on this joyful day have favour'd me 
With their attendance, and they ſhall witneſs 


What I fay ; there's not a gift within the ſcope 
Of my munificence, I am not ready 5 


To beſtow on you. 
Wil. Indeed, my land: I feel 
I cannot ſcek——lr is impoſſible, 
I can merit ſo much bounty. 
Mar. (afide paſſing near Rochefort) This con- 
cCeit - 
What filth, it can ſubſiſt upon! Is there 
A ſwine —ey d homager that looks upon him, 


Who cannot carry flattery to the quick? 
_ *--Rocb. Miſtreſs, how now 5 


Mar. Perhaps I have a cauſe, | 
And one's that better for your peace to feep,— 


What right has he to keep us prograte : 
Roch. Sumpleton. © 


Mar. Oh ſenfibility to che warmth a 
Of worth bigh- fed | thou find'ſt ſo legible 
The characters in which *tis writt'n, thas ſtruck 
Such ſympathy in wy friendſhip— | 

Roch. I beſeech, 5 
And I command you, ſilence. This is no mY 
For theſe n broils. Tou ſhall retire. 


LEeeunt with the rep. | | 


A TRAGEDY. 5 
28 William and | Apremont, (converfing ) | 
1 l. Ten ſaid, thrice” with-jmperuous con- 


r ad ee all en ee 
| u 
— 2 KH 5 L ch Kaige as . 
N 
Wil. But they— 4 | 4 n 
Alas 5 tub 461.2, - 


e. 
Pu Ye hopeleſs * bas of if 
Was this the well-earn'd crown of your deſerts ? 
The laſt reward of daring animated gh | 
Such abject, baſe, unworthy d ation, - 
Was this the miſerable doom, the palm 
Of your aſpiring fortunes? And ah! for him, 
Who plunging from the giddieſt Pinnacle 
Of greatneſs into Barbarian bondage, I 
With humble patience ſmil'd upon his tnanacles, 
And with the majeſty of proſtrate virtue 
Over-awed the ſavage anger of his 6 * 


F 


SCENE II. 


Enter TY booted | Gealtey) 


E. My Lord, the honourable Kaight, your 
friend 


Sir Raymond, juſt return'd from Egypr with the 
Duke 

Of Brittany, is now within the gates. 

I have preceded him to give you notice I 

Of his n 8 


b 
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it 2 Arne 


2 Apre: Arriv'd Raymond ?—What, Riymond 
magen Faleſtine 
S From Egypt, eats oo Laine, 
db th ſpeak) 
NR 
0's there 0 quire 
This moment, friend, to Rochefort, 
And deſire he'll haſten to me in n the, ball. 
| 161: 2 (Be = 
Wil. My Lord, 
I er 
Are. Count — no, no- y. Count, no. 
2225 
| Raymond return '4—impolable, What! fai you— 
friend? 5 
Geof. Theſe three days paſt, we've Had no reſt, 
ſo anxious 


w — ſpeed ; regarding not this HE * 


For we're enur d, my Lord, ro fiercer heats.— 
'Tis he | 


He's here, SN, | 5 


Sen II. 


ts Enter Raymond. | 


Ag. Here, _- 7 am. ob, premorit! my 


; friend, to bim) 
My 3 1 have 3 with winged ed bal | 
To meet the only bleſſings that 1925 prize on e. 
2 Sir—Sir— 3 ie 
ere you ſurpriz d 1 
* 27 E. Oh—no0——in truth. 


A .T R A 81 E DTV. 19 
Kay. What, heav ee, what } Is this? Do 


Am 1-56); — 1 not behold: the Gate? YA 
Whom you have lov'd andcherifh'd as your ſon? 


Apre. 12 e bo a muſt excuſe— 
pon What can be? 
& v n af cn 
O mi W wh 10 4 


de. rſaken ? 
Apre. (to * 27550 Alb 1 a of Does 


1 


Rochefor come ? 
Eſq. My Lo 
He will 1 ect vichour er 


And baten TY | 
Ray. Oh tell me; on my W 
For ever have 1 found till now a father 

In your, * have * done? Nou are 
By. ſome e falſchood—turn aof but bear 


Speak to += "ag 1 will prove it, for I am 
de f God! I am moſt 1 innocent. 


e 3 | 80 E N E IV. 
e Enter Rochefort. 


Apre. (di bim/elf) Hold me \not—what 
a dienperig with thee? NT 
Roch. (flariled) Ray eng 
Ray. Rochefort—oh ! if you (ill regatd 
And now me, ſpeak to N ſor he has been 
Abus d and alien d from me by ſame moſt 2 
Accurs d, inſidious tale—or ſorcery. | 


Wi ſorcery. Fw 
9 | Roch. 


g 


81 
2 


. 

20 | IEM W 

1 « Yer F 1%. * V Ti eV 2 

Roch. How, Sir? | 

My Lord, what means. his Bur be cautious, van 

How, you give vent to theſe upbraidings. 

. Ve CRY 

Sir, ris — = you ſhould afſail me © 

With theſe vpbraidings. ., I am ever ready 
Roch. My Lord is ever ready, and the world 

Will vouch Sk to be Juſt and ORR 

In all his doings. 5 
Kay. Curſe vpon Th 8 2 

And on thee, the bade ſupporter of chem. 

Mighty heaven! can I contain myſelf? | 

Have 1 fought, burnt, bled for your dominien, 

To meet abhorrence as the fruit of toil, 

To be an outcaſt from my deareſt home | Amt 

But will you hear me not? I'll prove to you, 

And bare my breaſt to meet à dagger if 1 fail 

You ſhall, 

Roch. Gut upon this fur. * Sir, with 
hom | | 

You're dealing. WY 
Ray. Conßdent, Doch wien, 

Do you aſſume a right to ſilence me? 
Roch. My Lord, will yoo endure this violence? 
Ray. Thou villain, I will have vengeance on 

thee. 
Roch. My Lord, my Lord, hear this. | 
| © Apre. PII hear 8 more 

Of this intemperate ſpeech. Be gone, Sir; 

And,recalle& you wy deference | 

That's due to him, who ſways o'er theſe demeſnes. 

Roch. (taking Apremont and William y the arm) 

Came. leave him. Count Wann here a witneſs 

To this madman. | | 

cas | Ray. 


* 


1 
RX 


— 


Roy. Oh Apremont! can you uſe me thus? 
Vaſheate, take, take this ſword, and bes 2 
thro” © 2 
The diſtracted heart that has offended you.” 
Do not abandon me to die. 
Roch. (o Apremont and William) —. - e] 
"Wil. "Ip cruel—ſpeak to him—1 will not leave 
im yet. 
Roch. (endeavourin ng to force þ bim wi. Per- 
verſeneſs. I muſt inſiſt 
Wil. I will not. 


| [Exeunt Rochefort and 7 Apremont 
Ray. Go, go—and let ethereal lightenings 
Stiffen me, if I e' er follow you a ſtep. 


Go, hide your guilty heads, and ſculk in ſname— 


3 perfidious cow rds, who have conſpit'd 
gainſt my peace: aſſaſſins that have torn 

155 heart aſunder, which came palpitating 

To them with fraternal friendſhip. Oh curſes! 
Wil. Knight, open wy foul I piry your” 
Ray. Pity me 4; 

„ eternal —_ and opening hell | 
an h, confound, conſume them, mingled in one 
* ruin, with whate er dwells round them. 

Yet—ah! 
Almighty !- there 1 is one—Have you, danger 
Ever ſeen, in the dead darkneſs of theſe 


Inhoſpitable walls, a bright celeſtial flame 
Of ſtarry luſtre? Have you ere beheld, 


Amongſt the griſly fiends that how! round us, 
A white rob' d, virgin goddeſs? For it is 


Herſelf. Oh! ſhe lives here within this hell 


Of damn'd enchantment, and will  compaſ- 


ſionate— 
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«„ RAYMOND, 
She yy nee A oe Merch, Shape lated, 
Aud d d) oy other. (Tall on e 


Speak EI ar fir e will make | him 
| | gent I _ dreams of potking elſe, 


De e. rden ie. 


25 5 8 Alg der St 

not ou ear Sir. 
Ly n e him ſe OY 
Wil. Wai t " upcharighle treat 


We il edel him. Will yop not gh pod di 


We him? 


rr * 2 —— „„ — 
4 * * 7 
4 bag * "1 ” 
* g 1 


| | Geof. Ino = es. "ny 1 * 
z 555. Aye, T know thoy wile, 15 he man 

4 W bo in the cauſe of annocence and truth - 

3 Is unprepar d to die, can * Oo, 
eee rc and coke 5 

= Ppy knight, riſe 

| Geof, ſe, die, a worthy a ene 
RM "will befriend you. | 

| Ro. Touch we ge- L ſick, 

1 3 . Enter Rochefort. 
” Rach, at's here? William, Ltd you 
5 H Tas rs requeſt, | 

® car me s 

Fo "Wi 2 e | 
E | Look UH nan, dds” =% 
; 1 15 - 


A TRA GED N 
OF fiefvitn Ke chere ronvulyd and raving 


Wich deſpair 
6rphan, w/deggar 


23 


Of cur ch 5d 4 mein = n 
our c arty,” Go, vt y give 
| (puſhing dim u) 
"Wit: ber rl you Kite in my breaſt the 
Alliance 


That it owns wich miſery? Ileom-Laay, In break 


All friendſhip wich a face that ſmiles on me, 


And ſin wich tern oppre ion on the frumbtt 


Of mankind. 


Roch. Bow little doft tho know - 


Of Apremont. I ſwear by all che vows 


Of knighthov6d, I am come to ſee hirn ell 
And böttonrably treated. I cotjjure you; 
| ſerves him not. | 3 [ws Count 


2 Tifting Raymond.) ö 
— Nan u L se 


To give you counſel, as a friend. 
Ray. A friend? 


Avudacious, triean diſfemnbler, ſtand uw 


-G 
pop hatrds with thee? Let infidels 8 
n antity wich Chriſtians ; Jamibs with ty 


If 9 hiihd Would) Joke vvith cine, I'd break 


Ne 


„inn 17 1 


The em en d wender from w body, 
2 an ould mortify. l 


eb. S6ftly=wyou khow : foll wen 
1 will not ſtand in Lou are beneath 
The roof of Aptement. Tin his dere 
That I receive./you there, 'for he denies 


Lis höſpiergtey e nene; und murh it has 
Chagrin mh to have Kft you Wich offence. 
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** RAT Modo: 
Ray: | Go ph your arts: — But I. know * ; 


"Twas you 7 4 ſought to baniſh me his hearts | 
Who proudly ſcorn'd me in my poverty. fs 
I vill not commune with thy proud i importance, 


re. Oh! that 


Bas homage 1 to, and ſervilely ſuſtain T 
Thar their necks, ſuch dignities as thine ; 
_ a · till the 


ſcythe 
or time has reapt them down. Aman Fri wha. 
| Thy arts, thy -- + af eee To me 
My Azelais will cling f n 1905 
And ev ry ſtroke you aim will pierce us both. | 
_ Roeb. "Thanks for this inſolence to him who 
_ bred thee. 
I was not maſter, or thy muleiſh ſpirit 
Had been gall d, ere now, into obedience, 
And _ bad ne'cr outſtept thy. ſtation: But 


Who ws a : blind and overflowing charity | 
Looks not with ſcrutiny where er he pours . - 
 Munificence, . has made thee was thou art, 
And lent ingratitude her Iknew it 
It was I firſt warn d him of this aim. And when 
9 nad enliſted reaps 3 of the croſs, 
t gave us hopes importunity , 
At Tengih would end. Enough his generoſity. . 
Beſtow'd on you. Some things we may _ 3 
But ſome there are, the proper privilege 
Of high paſſeſſion, which exalts and holds. 
Mankind above each other, fifting ., - - - 
All our coarſe and 3 from eg 


4 d worth it and 1 8 
ſeparates . 7 


? 


A TRAGEDY. + 
Their union: Aud if, now vain and mantled 


With the livery of his charity, you would 15 
An exaltation to his boufe and union ie 
Wich his blood, he is reſolv' d to level | 
Such conceited, tow'ring hopes. „ Þ 
Ray. Haughey man?: 
It is not in y power to humble chem. * 
And who art thou? A bloated ſycophant, 
A courtly vaſſal, ſuelcing from his veins 
His richeſt blood, and boaſting it alliance. 
I am a knight, a gentleman, a ſoldier” 
Ol the eros, and will admit pre-eminence | 
In none, but thoſe who merit and deſpiſe it. 
Avaunt thee, ſtern inflated pride, bury | 
Thy coloſſal loſtineſa in the clouds, 1 0 
And burſt with thy ſtupendous ee 
Who dares diſhonour me with ſuch contempt 7 
The blood that ſtreams within my veins has | run 
Unmix'd, and unpolluted, thro" a 1ace-- 
of heroes, who have triumph'd in. the ſpoils 1 | 
Of daring bravery, -or graſp'd their ſwords - 
In honourable death. But what of them? is 
I—I can bring from Paleſtine-renown, _ as Y 
That will out- match the vaunting arrogance , 
Of your progenitors, worm. eaten heroes. | 
I ſtood im aid of the unequail d Chatillon, * 
When Lewis, with his cadav'rous army, r 
Breathleſs and fainting with fatigue, rook ſhelter 
In be Palo” = and' 3 millions 
Pour d alone before the gates ö 
We — 527 4 the mighty inundation. 
Chatillon—the nobleſt boaſt of chivalry! / 
I ſaw him plunge into the tide of war. 
And, like a giddy whirlwind, ſmoak * er, - 
"He bore; Ma: a turn'd o e 


EF. ty e. 


— 
* 


_— 


"74 
* 
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With arrows, and unconquet᷑ d fell beſare 
2 — had enttench' d with flain. 


7 BY 
Geoffry, _ _ 2 h 1 I vaunt what's 
more. 8 3 vio! 

Than truth? 


| Geof. Preierve . tx am. bes 


2:4 att 174 


- 
. * "% pI 64.6: * 
„ — n * - 


* 'was vonder upon wonder. | Revnd my 2 1 

All the while they framn'd; like ungen, 

Fixing on his fides, while an he ſtirr'd himſelf. 

The very wind Res 204 ſtrew'd 
em rou 


1 faw 10 if 1 breathe. And hen they 1 roar'd on 
dim 


And then n it was as th r 
. „ e eee ebene 


Ten thouſtnd.-. a3; 
0 e Wust of cha? 


© A FA 4 


Rach. Ceaſe | 
(To Reymond) Does this ſtrike out. omg ſore of 
ratitude 


8 5 1 F Tot 
7 —  Griendlck 2 
you in y 
Novriſtd at the gen'rous == 
Train d up e e 
From this uaſought 
| Receiv'd enou * gn" you Nd Tit Gun 
The only ale hi nwoificrace had left? 
a Oh, hell! 'Tis dus that mer 
EE And feeds upon our honour. Becauſe I've ſought 
NN unſupeced charm of love * 
bean ee 


This roffian comes behind, aſſaſſinates 
. chat's ln hh | 


A: PRADZDY. 4 7 


trumſpeyts. Near me, thou 0 oo 
Of the peyjur'd1 und les ine us he judgtd - -- 
BY y breaſts 40 pete! — 

avarice ASH $ 
| In fondeſt friendſhip to her benefactor, 
Clings ogg col On t that 1 could * 
im 

The harraſs'd and unvalved fe- — 
Is his ; and let him tate the ſorry ſum 

Of all my gratitude is Worth“ Bet, — 

His 220 has Bin 
Roch. Well, well==enough : | 

IE — 
te u to iu Our hopes; fox 3 

To he Count ret dl ew too late. 8 
Rah. Tu ne. tis never: and the CMunt of Aix, 

The Couht of Hell, ſhall ne er forbid m . 

See me—f drawing) You” bare — D. 


4eſs; ehaiad 
Within theſe walls; you tang! ber 
In damn d confed'racy, whilſt he was gane 
Who was ber faithful, and her deareſt a 
Cowards ! Ye ignominions, treach'rous cow rds 
But I will force, burſt thro! them, tho a ſhoal 
Of ſworded devils iflue forth uncavern'd 
To _ and with their potſon- * 
«7 Soph 
Entwine a triple cullice o'er the gates, 


She ſhall hive — 4 
( advances farioy, 333 eee armed 


2 rere, led imps of tyrant 
e emba m y, 
Ee Ws 


With its 


» ff 


RAYM OND:. 


Moa es ried me, | the liſts : | +7 
Let heaw u and our ſwords ide the conteſt. | 5 


neee. T- 
1 the Laight rearing and your pr 
1s . 1 nk WO 


Roch. I come. Wat e, Ef Sas: ol; 
Be t reſtoration to your ſenſes, . 
; n Eteunt 4 | E 
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| Hark, Sir, the bande .breathing trumper | 
Calls co ams. eee idle here? 
fene bred warriors know the frengrh | 
Of one; who owes his virtue do che hardy, - | 


A 1 
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SCENE 15 A for a Toarniment, with 
2 Bench er Jo Ladies to prefide. p 


Aſembly of Kni abus and Lally, 


Marine (0# one file of the Kagel in arbeiter) 


KNOW not what nts ber: 615 
A Knight. Who ſaid you? Nen 
Mar. — will not Far here to a a Sk 
A Knight. How ſo? . 
24 8 be ay accident i is this that 
pluc 
The brighteſt conſtellation from our bench? 
Mar. Ahl let it be. They know not what 
they mean. | 


But there $ a man amongſt them—can you dire 
Who ſhall next rule at Apremont, * make 
A bride of Azelais? 


24 Knight. Indeed! nay, tho'— 5 
Who will deſerve her? 
Wy” Gueſs for a coward. 
Knight. A coward? © | 
Her. or aught I os ſrnooth-fac'd © co. 
72 1 comb, — 5 
That ſcarce has ever worn « cour of mail. 


(Wau poſer and bows. ) 


Pans ins t 2 


_ | Fs | | N | 15 Knight. 


< 


7 5 
„ „ * * 


| Trumpet. 4 


- HAY MOND:/ 


1. Knight. You did not mean to hint 'twas he? 
Why, the world ſa mn 

Mar. Who! av: the world? 

24 3 bt. What —no offence. 

y.heav'n, 


| Whorcer — to link his name with mine 


(Trumpet. 
Roch. To the bn che bo. Come, 


{s thew to the bench n The Knights igh 
| np for a general charge.) 


So there—flend ready for the charge. 
Neureſtan, 1 the: ſignal is at hand. 


To your places. Are 
up. 


you * Strike 


geveral be Ladies 
bute favours to * dj 


Champions.) 
Re nar the Herald, lam for 
ring. e 


ere All fervid fearlels \chagpions, who 
make trial 10-199 ten 


In hardy 


your 
Renown, that lifts her ay 


1 Knight (advancing), For her, who Gowns! me 
with this roſe, the queen | 

Of flowers, 1 bill maintain the lovely fair, - if 
Who gave it me, ſo muck expels her ſex in 


beauty. 
24 *. I Let the challenge, apd will make 


Rr the — of 1225 Adelinde 


More 


/ 


A TRAGEDY, _ CG 1 


More pale and fickly than the livid night · hade — 
Or than a glow- worm vying with the moon. 
(a combat, 24-Knight 2 ) 
34 Knight, As he behaves, a imule upon thy 


ſlave, 
Matilda; and [it og v'd beſt, grant all be «ts, 
To impreſs one Kiſs upon thole ſnowy 


T ds +: arms, that fald — round with 


2d Knight. Adelinde, behold, inſpire me once 


again. (Falls.) 
(other combats enſue, in which the laſt victor © 


prevails,). 


3d ek, Vie, now refuſes homage to Ma- | 
tilda 


Wil. 1'll humble the pretenſions of that name, 
For her, who tow'rs above her ſex as Etna 


O'er the deep—for her, who, were the ſeared 


there, 
Would quench at once the glori e 
As — blazing ſun the S 
Of night. For — whoſe eyes infpi ire par 5 
With potent „and kindle in breaſt 


- Of cowards a flame of valour. 


34 Knight. Come on, come on, 2 
Vain dale, and confute * filly. arrogance, 00 
N (vanquiſhed.) 


| (Enter I 


Wil, Now take my words, It is for Azelais 


1 fight. Go to her Ir bend thee down 
In low ſubmiſſion to her | 
Roch. Nobly fought— 


Who dares to face him now? Such offerings 
Well 


z RAT MOND: 


Well fuit thy love. 1 in thy Azclais | 074 
Were: here! ab 7 
il. And for his nie 1 W "xa | 

Who dares deny, that lm her choſen knight. 
Reg. 9 1—1 ſeize the challenge. 71 
| 8 2 

4 ſcal'd wich crocodiles, * frantick 8 
Lighten on thy blade. if thou art encas'd 
In arms of rocks, and if an alp ſhield thee, 
* * thy bowels, and ſpit thee on this 

WO 
cb. Off with Kim, 2 madman. 
. Come on, I know the. 
( Raymond fights, and diſarms William. ) 
W -ein. — T have 5h 
Tho dart to ſtand *twixt me and Azelaig— 
Tu cruſh his hell-born foul, and wipe him From 
the world. 

8 Roch. « advancing ) Hold—1 fuſpend the combat. 
This is no place 
For erbe, and ſavage broilss. 

"(Leads away Count William) 
Ray. By God, 


If he is born to die hel lor: oſeupe _—_—— 

(The Tournament concludes. Raymond and Marina 

.-=come forward. 4 18 1 the vizor of * 
9 7 | 


: SCENE me 


Ali: Incredible? What do I ſe? I ? 
Ray. It! a and Raymond whom you once have 
nown ; 


Eo) oying ü the choice happinefs and, honour 


of 


* 


A TRAGEDY. 432 


Of your uncle's favour. But now caſt oute. 
And ſcorn'd. | 
Mer. For what; Wonderful what mean you? 
On! mk ſhe vill go mad with _— 
0.— 
Tell h her Tam living: But next tell her— mA 
Mar. What? 
Ray. That I atm come to die before" N 
Mar. What is all this? | 
Ray. He ſpurns me ftoin his preſence. 
Oh! can you think what execrable deed | 
I've done? Did I- did my itors 
Conceive ſome horror, ſuch as nature ſhudder'd at, 
And ſmother d ere it came to nicht. * 
Mar. Impoſſible! | f 
You have been injur d; but ru ee en 
232 out. —4 ha ! *ris „ er * 
o—But we will go to Apremont. . 192 
Rey./That is in vain. 25 | 4 
Mar. Come, come, you ſhall go with me. | 
ra ken, 


Apremont and Rochefor 22 >. | 
Roch. My Lord, 1 would not tamper with 3 
wretch like that. 
There is another way to rid yourſelf. . 7250 
| e. Ah! How? | 
undifſembled forces 


b. F 
- Surely! 4 C18 
Roch. Aye, der. wWbo i is he? | Wk & - 2 


RAYMOND: 


en 

Roch. He cannot bun, diſgrace you. [He has 

| 10 friends. 

"26 Mott . he have friends. to move our 
Juſtice? Poor youth! _ 

n that would . 

| ind; 

And plunder her of all chat ſhe inherits. 

I ſaw; I ſhudder'd at it knew her - = 

But, my dart. ap would PR) fuck 4 


To . to Oh! curſe i it |—to a lie. 
2 muſt you maintain, the only pillar, 
hat upholds your venerable houſe 
Cloiſter y - rags ſhut her from the ng of 
v 
And be the blood of Apremont eta. 
But let not theſe illuſtrious anceſtors, 


That live upon your walls,; hereafter bl 
To hear their own exalted name debas OY 


Aud anſwer'd by Plebeian progenies. 
Tm ſure, my friend, your 12 — are too worthy 
Ol an honourable and princely houſe, 
That proves itſelf of Roland. 
re, No, Rochefort. 
3 on my liſe it ſhall not t be. 
Noah. Juſt—my: tree kinſman! 1 en your 
mind too well. 
Seize the moment. William's s at « hand "Von. 
« NOW, 


2 her qbedience to 


N 1 


0 — 
Who, madden'd of the dorch of furious aclire 


5 Conf. 


\ 


A TRAGEDY. 5 


Confound and ptoſtrate all the Ges bulwarks 
That defend us enn the throng.—Ob!] rather, 
If it muſt be, let her waſte and rot upon't 5 
Let the torment paſſion choak and ſtifle © 
The impatient ſenſes that it nettles. ' 
But the whole of your fuccceding conſequence, | 
Your blood; your fame, your deſtitiy's at ſtake. 
Be ſternly” firm—You muſt not be withſtood. 
Apre. I am reſolved. I will not be refuſed. 
Roch. M Lord, it would confound your — 
3 hopes #54 by 
I tremble at the oben it would undo © 
You are immutable, inexorable. © 8 
Apre. J am, as I have: 
Roch. Well, well, ru leave you.” 3 (ai 


* 
ih 71 15 *4 * . 
„ * 


ht SCENE 7 nc .a's 


: . - 4% * 
v4 mY ww 


Enter Marina, leading Rajmnond. 


Mar. Here, here—] bring you here the valianc 
victor | 


Of the day. Let him be crown'd and ane | 
bath r approv— What ſo! You will not look 
ben Mis! hy? My Lord uſed not to treat 
The gallant Raymon 'thus. Has he offended 
then 
In ought, and ed with —_—. 
| 85 He 2588 by 
I will not ſee him more.” 
Mar. In mercy let bit af. 
The crime for which he's doom'd. 
Apre. It matrersnot—" " 6 hk ot 
Lou need not think ro na my bares sir) 4 
2 


a * 
x 


— ————_— 


- 
I» 13 
*_ 
- 


The bliſt 'ring-ſands 
And bath'd myſelf in blood, to fight the cauſe 


Gs Rd ers ͤͤ ˙ HE Ee oe 
6 | 
- 


Ot your 
A Auhful child, you ſhould receive inſtead - 


Whoſe fatal and ſeducing to 
With honied agents NE 


\ 


| RAYMOND: | 5 
. 4 are reſoly d to. judge we then * 
heard. 


Oh! who is it has baſely ſhut on me © TOR 


Thoſe lib'ral ears, that once were 
To my pra praiſes f But I divine the villain. 


g ſands of Egypt have I trod, 
Inhal'd the ſtench of . peſtif rous Nile, 


Of calumny, to give malicious falſehood 
The enjoyment of m 1 e 

Mar. Bur, let us 
From whence my uncle « the ohoſtly = 
Of the diſeaſe and death in Paleſtine. _ 
His noble Laureat now perhaps the Lord 
Of Aix, attun'd and feign'd it 2 his lyre, 
Thar's ever groaning to its heart with 


» 


Or whining forgeries, and cant ſcandals. c 


Apre. What now? Are you come hers to join 
- againſt me, 


In ek. of my will vil? 


Ray. My Lo! 
She is come here in 2 generous 


Compaſſion, to aſſiſt your innocent, 


Diſtreſt, undone, abandon d favourite. 2 


[ Apremont walks about confus' ) 
54 Mar, She js come here, my precious Lord, to 


2 you 


danger, leſt, in inging from your breaſt 


A vile, difſembling, pois/nous i * 


dc then, its artful purpoſe nd, lets — 
| n ca 


| oe _— ah its reaghery,.” 


and hiſſes 
Fre. 


1 
2 


A TRAGEDY. 
* 


pre. You tal | 
In vain. I hear—I underſtand you not. 
It grieves retire. - " Why tooMarinn, 
Harkee, child. ( Vbiſpering.) 


Mar. My huſband?—1 am not a ſlave, 


Nor tutor d to the governance of his „ | 
And in the childiſh duties of obedience. 
I'll be no more the ſorry fool you think mee. 


Apre. Hey—hey—Whar | is here: ? You muſt be 


gone. | 

Ray. But— 4 

Fore. It ſerves you not. I'm 21 am re · 
ſeolv'd 

Ray. +6. — go. Marina, Tu degrade 

| lf | 
. No more with theſe intreaties. Il trouble you,. 
My Lord, no more :-—But hear, hear this before. 
We ſe e, and die. Humble and poor, . 
And riendleſs, to theſe walls "your bounty led 
me 
ke of affivence, and taſte 

The 888 of your board- Whate er 
8 was mine. My thoughts, my 


Grew here „ ber 1 have known no home but ws. 
And this was charity molt heav'n-like But then, 
"Without a fault to caſt me from your doors, 
To de conſumed by ravenous defires and wants, 
Capariſon'd in filks to marry penury— 

Thy ſplendid favour is no more than offering me, 


— golden cup, 4 draught of exquiſite 


t miſery. 


Mar. Hear that now, Sir. Fay 
mm Begone, | 5 


F Rag. 


| BAYMOND:, 


E. | 
Rey. Nay, one word more, and 1. haye dane. 
I know the bitter ſource of my diſtreſs. 1 
Search, ſearch your: breaſt, Sir, and reſolve me. 
Who governs there? That execrable wretch 
Has torg me from your hear. But exile, chak 
| e 2 
Wbere you, e, there aalen Head Hat. 
To my griefa, 2 heav'nly and unalter'd friend. 
8 Rochefort — Racbefort ook | 
1 look here, ae . ſword. ) 
For what is't I wear this? If CI "8" 3 
Is, haſely torn away; from me Great Gal 
One blow ſhall perforate his bean. bra 
Mar. Ses there 6 
My Lord, in heav'n's name, what Is Ar 
| Mens: $ life is threatened. I muſt . | 
Ars Fear not, my child. Your huſband bea 
: | Ye him not. 8 1 
- . Mer. Be iter him 1 ne you now, . 
Tell me, dear Apremont.— Tis the.monſter— 
That moſt abhor'd and {om e lend 
He 2 come. to ruin us. nien 
et. Pho—pho—begone— - 
I've buy 150 here of moment that r ; 
27:33 3 if ing ber au. 
oche fort can bauer calm your "Jong to 
h A 


5 % 


- 


a #4 


* 8 8 ; 5 * 2 * * f 
| "= 7 4 IO r — 
g > 


Go call my daughter to me; and ſee char no! on 
Enter, while we remain together. . 

N 0 + 
* we Selus. e 34 : bar? q 


'Tzs ſore Ales have lrde courage : Bot 


8 Enter 


— 


* 


— 


& TRAGEDY. "JF 


| . bade) . 
Who's there? e e 
Axe. It is I. | 24S 1 | 
Apre. This way 1 | 
Axe. My father. 


Apre. I have ſent for you, for there is ſornethir : 
I have much 1 n. Come nearers child—this 


way. 
Aze. Pray FR _ look onkindly. What _— 
Apre. Azelais—Alas ! Thar I have a daughter 
Who was wont to meet me with the livelieſt mien 
Of joy, and pi 1 | 
While now 1 never on you, m r 
be -— melting for thee.” 25 1 8 
Ax. (hifng bis hand with emotion) Oh, my 
farher! © * 
My heart already is grown wk with Gard; 
Touch me not ſo vteouly) "or it will burft. 
Apre. bw "eng Axelais forget our 
el me, have 1 
offended ? 8 
Why have I been ſnatch'd from your feſtivities; [4 
And lock di in ſolitude, while all was mirth? - 
But there is ſo much Ws: in thoſe dear 
looks © *© 
You have forgiv'n me—and think ne mote. | 


Apre. My child. 
Do ou love me? 18 
. Do o did Lyou- chk for this \ "is 
Oh F can 1 0" K 
Apre. To this 1 ; 
From your birth, have I not with fondnes KL 
Warch'd upon your wiſhes? Has e er this _ 


1 Or:has dere been 
A joy on earth I would not facrifice 
And pluck our from my breaſt to place in thine? 

Axe. You will not ſay I've i $96 4 Yona 

do you 
speak thus ? 
ere. No, no. Thou hf wid. 
My foul, my- joy—la the vale and night "x 
years thou art my evening ſtar that's tis 

e cheer the heav'ge. | 

__ _ il 

Apre. aw caſe 
Your lovin mg Wa | 
A. Te me—How ſhalt I?— | 
Wo There's now within our walls an amiable 

noble lord, potent in demeſnes and wealth 

As any that lives wel of 4rles—ble ſeeks 
Kad fers you his hand. 
bh Axe. Is it Count William? 0, 
| J e. I. 

Has. Alas . 3 
3 * 


——— — — ́—ͤ6U—Ü—B 2 w ¶ . CN 4 2 = — „ 
* 1 * * K L Ex 8 e E a * "_— Fe n 6 q 
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A' TRAGEDY, - 4k 


Ire. th 
Tell me, thou, thou obſtinate - 
Arr. Oh gracious heav'n! 
I ſhall fink —bear me—ſtay—be not 

Apre. Will you 
- © Conſent to what I upp olicate? , Is this | 5 
The recompence of all my renderneſs?. f/ earneſtly J 
Who gave you life, and for theſe twenty years 
Whoſe fond endeavours have conſpir d to make 
You happy and himſelf moſt miſerable. 
Witneſs me, thou who l 5 

Aze. Say tell me when: | 
Did I ever yet refuſe you ae: hs fought? 
* Apre, But if this fooliſh kindneſs is in vain, 
By a father's rights, 1 find” ſome A 


means 
* ctify and ſtrain you into compliine, . 
You will not force? d 
Oh! you never uſed to ſpea thus. 
Apre. Go from my ſight, vile obſtinate. N 
Tos ee err: err old age. 


(Turning away.) 
GE” Seay— hdd lifies to me I am not 


ſuch. 
My fire, my ſaint, Tu * che grount you _ 


Can you aflie me, 1 2 7 5 

Go from me. 
Axe. My lov'd, excellent, my v ador'd ficher— 
re. Thou, thou Oh! 
Look upon me then, and PE 


<< 


Thou only comforrer” that held my doping 3 


head. 
ee. What, any 65 ey will you uſe me 
1/805 %%; 9 an 
PR 


1 


2 ow RAYMOND. f 


Aue. Great God! Nou will heeakIrmyriieat rt. 
Oh,-death, det! 


Come then, I cover thees for 1 have now: e 


Ache on carth for whom I wiſh to lives 
Are. There is, chere in as | long as this fond. 
Heater r e 
Shall beat with "yy —ĩ wy Azelais, | 
Will never want a comforter. + © 70 aged | 
I Rr ACER Os 


44 


ESO Enter Rechefort. e 
Roch. Alas! 'ris thus—(ofde.) © Happy, my 

Lord, in ſuch a fond, + 

40d doaring child as this. 


1 
Apre.. A fa e Tir 


Tou have been reſolute -. na 
2. Hear her, take to her Me 


| Yourlel,0, Rochefort, for. 1 am—l. am a. father. 


Koch. Came then, I'll reconclle. weg e will 


ou 15 10K WW 8 
| Liſe 3 wer fo 
 » Apre-: Hear bim, may child—he'll ek. TH 
He is your friend. 
Roch. Yes, ſhall you know in ne 
A true, devoted friend. The intereſt. 1 + "AY 
J feel: to ſee you happy and ſecure 
In honourable ek brings me here; 
For as a fav rite flower L ye ſeen you ud 


And careſt by our aſſiduous hopes and cares 
And now NL expanſion that it ſpreads 


_ «Theipaintedifragrance.of its bloſſdm, = 
oy , Expoſe it to the ruffian winds? Or will a father 
| a | | EP N See 


«* % 


65 | 


3 
© # r a 
Roch. I ſee 4 - » | | \+# © * 842 1 
1 


= 


See his precious d ters peace ei 
Aal d and tempred by each pert ſeducer, 
That aſſumes the ſcalet e Rn garb 
Of knighthood? 
Axe. Give me, my kind gen Tous friends, | 
'Tis all I aſk of you, a reſting place and ſhelter 
For my head: ſuſtain me as your meaneſt lave: 
Shut me from the world. A little lon 
And this waſted form ſhall caſe you _— our fears, 
And hide its vain allurements in the grave. 

Apre. If you love me—if I have this | mo- 

ment fi 

Roch. Allow me. Rn e Abe an to me. 
Know, child, if there's a duty that attracts 
The eye of- all-regarding Providence, 

To which hereafte you'll be made ſtrict queſtion, 
Beneath the rod of laſting pain, tis compliance 
And obedience to a father ſuch as thine. 
What whim, is this?—what meets your angry 

proud diſlike? 
Axe. Ah! leave me to _— unſeen, un- 


My ſoul is ms to ſublimer views, 
And gong has ſoar'd o ir. $ Yes + 


Rack: Caſt here ds 17˙0 3 


Thos 2 and ſee who 3 you. From 
8 the time 

Thoſe miſty eyes firſt peep'd upon the world, 
And ſteep'd themſelves in azure light, he bas 
Enjoy d no comfort but in thee; his days, 
His joys have been devoted to you, pouring 
Accumulated bleſſings on your head. 


A 
24 
4 


Ho often have I ſeen thoſe venerable cheeks 
B:dew'd with ſorrow for thy ſake! How often 


G2 With | 


fluſh'd 


RAYMOND: / 
With generous joy to heir thee prais'd * . 


2 + All-veighing and remunerating juſtice! 
* r 


For theſe unparalleled and heav' 


os fore 

Than diſobedience'and beart · bre 
 Harlti idgratitude? - 2 
Aae. Kill me —Prove if I love bim. rf 4 he 


Would he but aft my life, I'd-bleſs him too. 
My foul is weary of this ſad exiſtence; . | 
Thou ſuccourer 2 the afflicted l extend to me 
Thy: prying hand] (Kiffeng ber croſs.) | + 
Roch. (7 aking it in ** band. ) es, Kiſs, think 
it; | 
=— For it — you r „N 
Ae. (Kneeling,) Will you let him torture me? 
Apre. Coe. come, Rochewrt, t. 
8 Tia too much for me. At another time. a1 pad; 
* Nay, my poor Azelais, dry up * _ 
__ And be compos d at heart. 1 
1 (Exit, heading Azelis) 
| Noch. Conſuãon! 1 55 


1s it thus my-noble friend muſt yield. 
The field ro a baſe vagabond ; and one day, 


Aye, to- morrow, perhaps; myſelf and all 1 love 
Tiodndker foot, and ſever'd from our home? 


But if a ſpark of p ride or manhoaod's left, ' 
In now u — his — within bim. 


ho N 


A TRAGEDY« 


e 127] 4 
AC T IV. e 
'SCEN E 1. Before the Walls of the Caftle. 
Enter Annette. 
An, 0A, Ma'am— 


Axe. (looking out of a window) 
Avnet ?o-ſoftly—where's Marina? 
An. Be cautious for your life. One is beſet 
With ſpies, and watch'd at ev'ry turning. Id 
(wear 
Some deadly miſchief's 3 Her ladyſbip 


But waits an opportunity to fly to you ; 


And bids you to expect ſome 1 news. 
Aze. News? 


An. Huſh—ycs—ftrange news. 
Aae. Did ſhe ſay where? how 


An. Hold. I hear a voice. Perhaps they'll 
come again. 


Good God |! as I was going hence, two knights 
came bye, | 
Strangers at the caſtle, eying every pare 
| * ſome ſignal were expected; and, aa 
They paſt, one turn'd directly tow'rds your iſle; 
And then ſat down upon the bench and wept, 
Claſping his hands with upraiv'd looks, as if 
Much truubled in his mind. Turning round, 
And looking at him ſcar'd, a ghoſt, cried I. 
Aze. Ho 
Au. No—lr could not be—tho' yet FH FI? 
If ever ET OR a 


a 


"= RAYMOND: 
His own. His walk—hiz ſhape; the very arms. 


4 do f Wha d ? Speak 
. Who at do you mean 
For God's ſake! ME mem 
> M#- Did not Sir Raymond wear a” dane 
| dragon | 
Next his croſs? ? 
Axe. Pho! 
An. I will fly back, and g 
If they have fern him enter at hes 1 f | 
Axe. Stay. Come hither. en Gee h. are _ 


. going ? N N 0 | 
An. Suffer me. * fy 
One ſecond twill be ſatisfied. | \ [Exit 
AH. Madneſs! . © eee er 
Seen = agg Raymond hp well expe to 
A cal 
To-morrow's ſun ſuſpended in the north, 1 
And traverſing _ Pn to pole. Thou Sim- 
its ON: = Shuts the 46h 
i "SCENE u. 5 
Enter Raymond and dende ; 


39 5 


Ro Stop bebe” 1 muſt fit here. This fat! 
it brings 

| Such melancholy 8 to my heart, 4 
As to the wand' ring pilgrim do the walls 
Of ſome lone church, that on the mountain's ſide 
Has ſtood the Nlow:prevailing waſte of time, 
And toll'd its years away. Twas: here! how 
often here 81 

| Have I far down with thee, O Azelals! 
Delirious with thy charms! How often * FP 


This arm encircling ſuch a treaſvre of delight, -; 25 
As it was proud to hold! while I ſurvey d 
The diſtant vale that many a ſummer's ſun”. 1 
Had ſeen me traverſe in the burning c chace, 
Then ave nr thee. my ſtreaming eyes. and | 
cäalaſp 
And breath d away my ſoul upon thy boom: 
Accurs'd and miſerable dream! Geoffrey, 
Know'ſt thou whom thou ſerv'ſt ? Thy maſt is 
| diſgrac d; iet a! 
Inſulted, and polluted by Jiſhono I 
uſt now I nnd there with 88 N | 
ith joy bewilder'd,-;as on the threſhold *. 
Of the gates of Paradiſe, unbar d to me 
But now—now.! Horror | Hell inſuffetable! 
Wrap me in a night of clouds, and hide 1 we, 
Shield me from the crimſon- colour d face of 
ſhame ; 73.26, | 
| For Lam caſt out, and ſtained. with ignom ning 
_ Geof. By war Sir, 0 have kenns 
to ral „ 
A ſword, I'll follow. you, and die 0 avenge - 
Your honour. 
Ray. Friend, put up your ſword. 8 — 


To be * to what a knight ſhould dae. No 
no 


May hy One, rowers dance Ee and grind 
Into 3 if I do. No, 1 . v 
May this indignant blade recoil on me, 


And turn its trait rous point upon — 34 
8 If I ſhall dare to lift it 'gainſt the ren, 14, 


That's ſereen d and neſted in the ſanctuny A 


Wk thy paternal dwelling Oh! my beſt low d, 
wy art entomb'd within theſe walls, do you 


Remember 


1 
And drink the 


5 Is nearly down. The ky dem lowering” - 


V 
| Thyſelf! O ye regarding angels! Ye 9 * 


8 br rn Menne 


* - RAYMOND: 


Remember me, and ſigh unheard to Raymond? 
Do thy heav'n! No — and doſt thou liſten 
1 5 


To that name chat it were given him 

To ſee once more che light that he adores! 

taſte thy hyacinthine breath, - 

ſun-beams "of thy eyes! Thus far, | 

The hand of fate has ted us t— 

But here Pl pop "one, and watch upon thy 
Peace, 


Tn ſpite of them. A little to the lefe— 


Lets turn along the meed. There's not a ſpot | 


 Uatradden'by theſe feet. 


"Geof. + „Sir, the ſun 


And vinfriendly. Wie ſhall find no hetrer there. 
Rey." Akt could 1 er diftraft myſelf at Apre- 


DK n wont! 1 


The time may yet el Heav'n alſo 
Itfelff The wide earth's frail pageantry may ſhift: 
Theſe flinty battlements, ſmooth- belly d owt, 
n 

t, w, no more be 
Rocheſort— 
„ That countenance of placid; inſult 


To foſter, or to injure me. 
Aye 


That he wears, will ane day-there de ſeen 3 


U 


pon a nettle-bed : But GEO unchan 
ted light of juſtice, Rillwile 


Fable, 


Who beheld me, when the barb'rous mukitude 
Determin' d ſtood vs, as the briſtled main 


7 
= 


7 8 on them the v rath of Chriſtian wat, 


and in — rr poor 


Along the borders of the ſandy'Nite; - '- 


= 
* * #4 PIX 7 5 W 
% 1 — a f 4 3 


"When 


A TRAGEDY, 8 
When inconſolable tyrannic fickneſs 


Squeez'd qur Fabrablhe and the tott'ring warrior 
Stood like a one in 15 * Oh kn 


Did my zeal faultering loſe its mettle? 
Did I &er languiſh in your cauſe? Then will ye 
Behold pd oppreſt and ftrip'd by ſuch a 
Wite "IPD 
As fo 105 owe Fon with we- Ty be re⸗ 
n 0 [Excunt. 


SCENE III. 


C Privan dior in the 3 of the Cable mn, 
Marina {egks put, and returns with Azelaig. 


Mar. He $ tbere it ig—there—there he goes. 
Aze, * | 
re i FE EO 
Mar. For heav'n's ſake, my 75 you will not 


Arc. ome. beſt,. dear Marina, for a mos 


ment . 
Mer. A moment? Great God! and they will 
purſue us. 
Shall I run to him there, and call him bere? 
Aze. Stay—whither ? 011 EW if you do, 


Endure Mi, * My head, my hears is 


Mar. Wi | what will you then? 


Aze. (looking out). Tis my Raymond! 
Moſt merciful and bounteous heay'n, it is! 
Marina Marina! Marina !—lct me die 
1 ** arms! Oh! how can it be? 
ay. 


there is ſome one juſt at hand. 


Aze. 


% 


30 RAYMOND: | 


Axe. Which way ? | 
Great heavy 'n come, come away—mho is 1 : 
Mar. Tis yg wreten. 


70 
* ey ww 1 


. William. 2 * we 
| wi ag this? Indeed! Fair ladies 

"Save you. I was ſecking here a gallant yourh 
Who . has departed from the caſtle. 


Mar. We, Sir. —we keep no vatch — we came 
not here 


Like ſentinels to queſtion paſſengers ; and dns 
Your abſence. mo 1 


il.” Fair Azelais woke much' diſturb'd. 
( 9 1 to return, W liam andi between a 
them.) 
Mer. Moft Jain , inſolent, and pryin ſj 7. 
What mean you het by haunting us? : 4 
*-Wil.' (Repping before ber) Vixen |! 
It is not thee— Hold then —I have a word 
Wich er (To Azelais) Patience ! hear me 
What I have to ſay 3 
ery your deareſt intereſt © - 
hat is your purpoſe? | 
I . you'll not Grain me. 
Mil. Till now, © | 
O Azelais ! I bore a precious image here, 15 
That * and breath'd, and burnt upon, my 
cart. © 
11 look d UP, bright hope upon the Welkin fat 
In glitt ring apparition, midſt her fairy choir 
Of roſy- veſted nymphs; while from their lyres 
The indiſtinct and warbling melodies - 
Were murmuring in . All, all was love, | 
And — paradiſe ! Tow on a ſudden, rofe 
| A wrachful 


A TRAGEDY. 
A wrathful. cloud, and, with the raven wings 
Of grim deſpair, the lovely viſion weed. * 
Oh, Azelais! I am appriz d thoſe e ö 
Can never look on me with love. 122 heart 
Has met its choſen favourite in the TO” 
Who wanders here. 
Mar. Go, wretch, and ſeek him oute A 
Avow thyſelf—and if thy cowardly heart 
Shall dare aſſert pretenſions to her hand, 
His ſword will , thee to perdition. 
Aze. Madn » 
What do you rot Preſerve me! I'll go weld. 
One moment here. 
Wil. Stay, Azelais, _ 4 
Be not afraid I am unarm d. and came not here 
To ſtain myſelf with blood. All, all is PEACE. 
Be comforted, ET ing fears, . 
Aze. Moſt courteous Sir, I muſt. II yo 


leave me# 1 5 
I cannot anſwer you—At any time = 0% 
But this—Good, gen rous, leave me but one 
in FF: 


Wil. "> ta 


Aze. Then is al wr COPE FRE, NS. 
| Cope) 
Wil. Aude, we'd 


I was not born to injure thoſe I loyez | | 
And never knew beneath the ſkies a 

So ex 6 as giving pleaſure to a — 

Like 'Tis not in ev ry breaſt that injury 

Can . her arcs Some Tos there are, un- 

mix 

With hate, compos d of pure ethereal love. 
Look up, ſweet innocent. Tho' you rejet me, 
ea ar venom A 
HM > 2 f as 


- — Kot nth wel. . SH. = ©. 0 
* * * * - 1 "91 "5 2 


„ Arend. 


Of bliſs? a nature has Prepar'd for wick 
On earth. 


Seeks you, and is troubled at your abſence. 
And 1 will be her 


Has wowhd a Taliſman bott my hentt, dares ef 
That * 1 hive not . 
Gracie ng woſnankind 
Mife r 


. 7x ee, 


e, Tae ein Ari eben Yet father 


Wil. Go, tell him, — — cker ix with et 


S. Whey 
Vu. "AT Tae eee, Lan vim de you 


Ie; ia N if fortune has denied to me 


My foul's beſt thoice; it would eonfbte me not 
To make the innocent and lovely Azelais 


Unhappy too! No, Raymond ſhall be thine. 
I came not here by arts and ſnares t entice you 


rom your choice, nor ever meant to foſter = 
alſehood. No, 'Azelais, for I will go and Kids 


Thy ardent, happy lover to thy arms; 


And all the doaſt on earth uni ald th 
e N Sch 01787; 


1 
s 


Ase. en berfelf into bis arms.) 


(Rayroond enters af & 2 
Oh, digt Uke excellence! 


Jer. J hear his 2 His Loriſhi calls 
WMiehin. Ln. 
N ry 5 2228 AAT r 3 

=>. 14. eter 7% Oo £5 EE ae +:(4 


1 SCENE 


ls 
t. 


A TRAGEDY. 


24 runs in AA | Gealfey, | | 


Geof. Stay= y—hold—where "© will you, go? They 
Ro a or he, J They, s hare” iu 
Ming to tht doo are 
* Pere 1 will have them—I'It « tear | 
Geof. Sir! Sir! 
Ray. May the wrath of heav'n and earth, 
And hell, ;affatne me with the ſtings of fury! 
Arm- multip ply the ſtorm of vengeance, tear her, 
Pierce her thro and thro', till ſhe is a void 
Of wounds! Oh! is it for this that I have liv'd— 
To meet à death fo horrible as this! 
I ſhall grow mad! (faking the daur) Here i is the 
entrance of their den - 
I'll jar them from its bowels into day. 


Enter Apremont. 


Nay, Sir, 1 vin not fee you paſſing hire. 


This is no hoitering place. You've heard 


And if you cling about this caſtle means 4 
We'll find. Prithee, away from hence. 
Ray. Petrdition ! 


Old man, keep off. Thy viſage is like keknef. 


The diſtemper'd breath of necromantick , 
Has blaſted it. 


Apre. Dare you infult me 


Raymond Win ye — 0 


Ray, There, there, damn'you—all your bote! 
Combuſtion light on it! 


(in attendants) Be coolMhar 255 


E 
__ 80 
9 5 4 
RY 
< 4 * 


„„ © KAYMONDY. 


Rey. Curſes, furies toſs thee! May miſery ſpin 
pour days! _ 
Oh! may 8 torture you, as you have tortur d 
N 
Apre. It is enou Periſh i in thy phrenay. 
I Ms not ſtand to buffet here the tempeſt 
Of this anger. Has he not inſulted me 
Now then in plaineſt terms? F r once for ever, 
I abandon hee” and caſt thee 1 my thoughts. 
And, from this very hour, you are a ſtranger 
At my doors. Away —Beggary, ruin . thee! 
it. 
Ray. (ne, Oh! then—1 am a ſinner. For 
What ig it, 
Moft dreadful heav n, you ſtrike me with theſe 
__. .thunder-bolts! _. g 1 
Whither ſhall T turn me, miſerable, 
Forſ:ken, curſed (nung.) - 11] 
Geof. The tempeſt riſes falt—Sir. 0: 
No, no, you cannot ſay i it—a tempeſt? 5 
Thou arm of thunder, fnatch me Into the cauldron 
Of thy fury, if there's a lightening bal! 
Within your flames ſo hot as I am! Damn her— 
Ge! Let me go Oh! I vill be reyeng'd 
| or it. 
Will you kill? Were you 'born a Davghterer? 
Can you ſtrike, rip, flea? Or if a lewd ſyren 
Woing thee with ſun-ſhine, as an ox-eye 
Woos the deep, ſhould ſye thee to come ae 
On her wily neck, couldſt ou turn demon, 
Vulture, and infix thy lacerating talons 
On her alabaſter breaſt, and tear, up 
Thy 0 way into her heart No- here, 


Ty keep her; wide, botcomleſs trenches, fields 


A TRAGEDL.  & 
guards foam round her. * how the hornet 
o W 1 
TIl lea 13 the midſt, ad Gare them all 
With ear down with theſe Nuggiſh walls. 92 
Geof.- How his blood * 
Boils with it! This is noble—let us SD 
Tho! ten thouſands. | 
Ray. Shall J ſuffer the diſgrace - 


With a tame heart, and grow 9 65 chaler? 
Have I not detected her in © when, - * 


Flinging her luſtful arms about a rank, 
Curſed—oh !——Geoffrey, it will ſoon be * 
Know, know you it muſt be done; you and I 
8 Ces. Ah! ſhall we wait the night, and take 
them ſupping | 
By ſurprize, 
With N 
Ray. We'll do it— we'll completely do it. 
Geof. of us draw, i 
Ray. Stay—we ma cre —Aye. Haſten 
thither, 88 , [Exeunt. 


of 


when they are grown full and phick 


ACT 


40 © 985 FAY MOND:, 

2 201 wh won! 492 - d aun r ety 10 
- He uren ds Mt, note | To. geo! 11 

The Hall. ee Tal 2 . Thinker 

and Lighter 


ats * 4 20 


11 Ser. 


be te 7 nM. er. nme 
2 TE 0 0 gait 
irgbtering 18 A fa 1453.4 

ft der giving 0 What d'ye wink] 


| air,. l ABA 
40g = — ght in it. 
V. ft ir, down 
Togerhe r—how the rain talks! 1 . now. 
What makes this lightening! 
24 Ser Say the ſtar-gazers | + 
In apparitions in the clouds. e 5780 5 
34 ger. Aye, they think Ak 
"Tis witthes dancing upon blazing befoms. 
1d Ser. broad There is no worſhip in ſuch 
7 ights. | 
I have *. from one who's been in paleſtine, 
Tis bonfires light above ſor infidels, 
And blood-ſucking Jews. & # 
2d Ser. Huſh r'ye, ſure I heard 
A knocking at the river-gate— 
1/t Ser. Let them then 
| Knock round, and find us here. 
22 Ser, Where is Lord Rochefort? 
. Ser. Supping there within (pointing to 4 
;, #oor ) "Tis time that we were watching. 
| (rap at the gate.) 
1ſt Ser. 


— + 


wo 


. 
344 
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1} Ser. See mein im of 


night. | 
Demand his name. 11 
8 Ser Going ro the tor) Ws cher? 


* 


3 oh; 


Go In mercy wking ſhelter n . form. 
De opens, Enter Geofttey in 41%. 


1/t Ser. Come ing. come in; you're. welcome. 
Will you fit? 
Geef. Kind friends, I thank you for this recep- 
tion 3 
For I have wandered here benighted on my dy, 
A ſtranger in theſe parts. 
1ſt Ser. Take off your cloak: . 
Sit „ ry ah re wet—come tickle up your 
bl (Giving liquor.) 
_ (Drinking) Good think to- all who. are 
5 without; good cheer. 
To us within. You're merry here to-night. 
'*1Þ Ser. Yes, Sir, there's cheer enough; we feaſt 


upon news 
From Egypt. The-infidels have given up 
At laſt. ACOG 3990 
Geof. agg! Then—giveme pour hand. brave | 


friend; 
And your z.— There's not a heart amongſt you 
n dances 
With more glee than mine,—The dave Ob, ye 
rogues! a 
Give 1 it me. 
1, Ser. A leaſant fellow this: 


 (Drinking,) 


Gee T're nown that ney race. 


: 5 RR I 1 Ser. 


E. RAYM OND: 


1 Ger, You've travelled then. 

Geof. A little. 

1/ Ser. Now, which way? 

Geof. This, to the earth's end; 
And that. I've ſeen their country, 
. land, 

And ſometimes water, inhabited þyſca- n 
Where the fiſh r armour and eat eue 
| 17 Ser ” Ah! ; 
ax ter. Who would think 1 


7 Eu Servant. 
Ser, Clear 8 
To your ſtation. My Lard Rochefort caming. 
Geof. Do you keep watch by night? 
(4s te are reviring. = 
2 e. Yes towards the river, | 
's no ſafety gain mountain pirates. 
Geof. (With a bote.) FM drown this . 
t ſhall ſcorch their palatess 
Till they yawn. Sleep might do well: Bu keep 
Their als deep in this it is a night mare, 


Which can chain the mind in ſuch a lethargy, 
That ſhould the moon explode above our beads - 


Their ſlumbers fill would fave me. (A.) 
Pl join you. p 


We'll drink till the old cover is reclin wich us. 
: ING. 


9 z 2% . 


. _ Enter 1 r. others. $7 
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2H, Heav'h profpet thee, moſt watthy Apte- 


mont | 

If I am ſunk with heavineſs, I feel 
Foo. much thy goodneſs to impart to thee 

y trouble. c KN 
Roch, Stay, yet, I would have a word with you. 
What means thi „ unuſual thoughtfulneſs 
I have obſerv d on you all night? My thoughts 
Were all conjeQure. Ist poſſible that you, 
On whom indulgent fortune firives to ſhed 
The richeſt plenty of her gifts, ſhould feel 
A ſecret gall of forrow.? br 

Mil. Sorrow, good friend ?— 
it alarm you, meet you where it may ? 

What armour do I wear to ſpurn its ſtrokes, 
While they who ſtand upon the giddieſt ſpire 
Of eſs ate transfixed? - A fiend that haunts 
And ſourges us at evety ſtep of life; : 
That ſtrikes th'. unconſcious innocent, meeting 


him gn 3 | 
With m_ ; that, in our prime of joy and man- 


Breathes pollution into the chryſtal draughts 
Of pleaſure; that, as we aſcend ambition's ſteep, 
Beſtrides our ſhoulders, writhing the manly brows 
Of zeduous intent; and, when this ſtormy ſea 
Of fortune's calming towards its ſhore, ſtill clings 
About its prey, and wrings ſome patient drops 
From the worn countenance of penſive age 
Roch. True.—Bur I ſupplicate the cauſe that 
EY; gives you pain, | 
So little Jook'd for or deſerv'd. Come, prove 
If I have conſtancy in ſerving you. 2 
Wil. In fitter time - to- morrow. Tis now 


55 1 R 
I 2 | Roch. 


* 
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| Roch: Noel proteſt II hear it yet. Come, 
come 


L know—i is not dealing honeſtly. 
Wil. Rochefort, I caution you, fight not with 
nature. 
Koch. What ? 


Mil. You may ache; but cantibe Jooſe the bonds 
of love. A pair ſo intimately knit 
Can only be diſparted in their fondneſs 

a ſtroke, as ſavage as would unrip 


win oaks in their embrace, or ſeparate | 
The ** veins of marble rocks concrered. 
wy r. 


SCENE-1I:” Before the Gate of the cant. at ſome 
833 Dance. Rain, Lightening, 8 _ 


Exttr Raymond is'« cloak. 


Kay. Hell ſeize this curs'd delay. He'll loiter 
Till I grow faint, am'drown'd, or wedded here 
To marble-hearted patience. They catouſe. Goon, 

Feaſt, ſurfeit, rot with debauch. No, now, by all 


This blazing wrath of heav'n that ſtrides Ong 
the clouds, 


A ſpeedier death thall meet you, Ye powers, , 
Temifick warriors, who rend the echoing heavens 
Wich conflict, waſting your yollicd firebrands 


On air, if there 1s jultice in your angry breaſts, 
Agg ye e take note of human wrongs, ſpare me, 
e 


Aim here one-thunderbolt, and ſpurn this caſtle 


Into atoms (4 light appears in the cafe.) 
Then now darkneſs proſper me ſ 


Demon of revenge, ſtart out from thy den 
Grim, ſhaggy, blood- TY monſter, 'come with me 
1 there. LExit. 


SCENE 


A TRAGEDY, "Wm 


— + SCENE III. Same as the Firſt. 


Enter Geoffrey with s Lantborn, unlocks the Gate 
” to Ray mond. 


wakes 
To take alarm at us? 


Geof. All are huſh' d in fleep;. 


And the guards deep in liquor. ri is wo ict 
As I came down, atev'ry ſtep I 
All was profound and lift ning en 

Ray. Hark! 4. | 
Geof. The ſtorm too makes a pauſe. _ 9 
F. (with daggers.) Now mark. "You Kew 
. which turn he took. 

© Geof Facing, 
On the firſt entrance to the be. the door 
Of th anti- chamber ſtands apart. 


Ray. Sofa, * Are you ſuro no cautious br 


1 A # 


Ray. Take this. ar 
Geof I'll bring't you in a trice again, warm'd 
os in his heart. 


Ray. Well ſaid. r 
1 And when 'tis done I'll meet you here. 


(aſcends a ſtaircaſe.) 
Ves 


Dot, and we'll meet in hell.— Tris here ſhe lies; 
And one ſtep more will lead me to damnation. 
Axelais is ſleeping there, and Raymond's come 
To murder her! Every breath is echoed 
Round theſe conſcious walls, that look upon me 
With ſuch a ſtedfaſt gaze, as if they would bear 
Witneſs to the deed I meditate. Are not 


Theſe doorways grown gigantic ſince we Fed 1 
. Ti 


| ® ANYMOND: 


| ter, 
A I 255 Fo : huis our bis ——— 

SCENE IV. Azelais reclined on a Bed. An- 
3.41. nn , Lamp. 


Are. Where are you? 2 8 40 Fe ps as 
A. At your pre Bagg 1 7 wee eee 


. 


Tou chu de 8 cd we All the me ny 
An. Will 12 bed? 8 1 

Tis over ndW. The ni ge is perfett flllnets 
Aze. Hark, It ſeems to rain again. Hey? 


* ye en Hing hes? the corrid6r. 
Aze. wb PX Wilks ſleep for drenming. My 


No ſocner Hoke; than fir 46d an es 
Glance before chem, W me. 5 is he 


D a. mee, think no tnore. It has eg 
midni ht. a 
vill keep you waking. 


dt rep ro night. 
An. Heigh ho! 
Ae. jr vg 5 
Yu are not gone. 


2 


no. Huſh—huth. | 
I der ſome time going towards . {be ſleeps.) 
Wenn dove my poor miſtreſs, ane 


* * 


las the FR what a ſtrange curſe it is 
o be in love! & ſweeteſt innocent 


That 


bw 


A: TRAGEDY: 6g 


That ever ſmil'd on man lies there upon a bed 
Of chiſtles. Hearn bleſs you! She s ſafe. 


n _ (zoing #0 ber) 
Good night. h 2 (be, 
Ru Raymond, with a . | 


Ray. Curfe upon this quaKi! 
On my limbs, unnerving all n 


| Ca 


"ond tender 
4 (Parting up 2 Annette—Heay'n' " fd 


= a" 


Perdition I had ſooner meet a fl] 
| Of vollied arrows, chan a grin ke f 


am 
Oh! he's wand'ring 
In the perils of this night! Ocbnipe 
Father of mercies, fer down thy gr, 
Miniſters to ſhield him from this tem b 
Rarbarians, who have ſhut him out vicoyerd | 
8 alone, he! Oh, re Spread F 
this night! my loy on {5 

: as thou? N. 1 ae 

That I ceuld give thee: Aker; in theſe 0 


And preſs thee f palpitating Wenn 8 5 
5 Raymond runs up, and e at ber feet. "© 


E. - 5 

Aue. 'S e TY . 

Ray. Where am I? - | 
Axe. It isi It is l. + ien [4426 en 


And am I awake. 
Ray. Great God | This i is TY 
cette kill e, 


2s 
wank 5 
1 1 a Þ 
ik 
fv: j 
tit; Ka 
. 
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Aud-—and let me.” breathe my laſt within thy 
arms. (embracing ) 
Aae. Tell me—What! oh! my Raymond | 
No. Touch not, 


Behold me not. (falling down) I am unworthy 
e en to ki 


Theſe heavenly feet. The wretch, the vileſt worm 
That ſlimes upon the earth Thou- oh! empreſs 
From the he throne of hea tread 3 


"Kill, kill me. 
Ae. Thou joy and foul of all my life, 
Kr = ont —Nay, I will hold __ 


Look up at me. 
Ray. Pfleav n and earth, *twill make me mad 
Are. Let me recline my head upon thy breaſt, 


Ray.. To be tortur'd by ſuch bliſs. 
1 ſhall faint with this. oy e 


Axe. Let us die together. 7 at the door 
Hear—There's knocking at 4 Cc 5 
Ray. My Azelais. 5 


| Ot Thar ever 1 ſhould taſte of rapture 
Such as this! What's that, r. ne—Tel wy: 
Do you love me? Is it not a vi a 
Am I not envelop'd in the weichen 
Oft night) - TS 
Axe. Hear again, Liſten— | 
- (without, Sir ö Sir 1) 
Ray. (ruming half way to the door) ON EI 
| hoarſeneſa ſtrangle thee, 

Thou braying, trumpet-tongued aſſaſün. 
(Returning) My love © e 
oft Auelais. In all the ſtores. 
fans chat are treaſur' d thro' love's er 
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Thete's not a ſo rich, oh! fo ag 
As thyſelf! wig 
"Axe. Tell me, who is it 
Comes here? What dares he at this borr? Let 
me cling to thee. 
Ray. Thou of women, unparalle'd—Hs! 
raps louder) 
Aze. Who is it ? Know'ſt thou? Is it a friend? 
Ray. Would it were an enemy, a devil 
Hiſſing hot from hell! (going to the door) 
Geof. (without) He's kill'd. There's ſtirring 
In the houſe. Ely quickly, or we are undone. 
Ray. Fly, fave thyſelf... 
(To Azelais) Be calm my Azelais, Be not afraid. 
1 I am all blood | 
Axe. Ha!—are you hurt? 
. Now— 
Thou lovely trembler, my foul—Letr me hink. ', 
Axe. What ſays my love? 
Ray. Bleſs—Bleſs you—damn the deed ! 
Help him, he bleeds— | 
Aze. Who? 
R. Twas thy father. 
Aze. You're raving. 
- Ray. Is _ ſtrength enough within this dear 


To reach when heart of him who kava murder ? 


(Alarm bell. Cries of murder.) | 
le Servant paſſing with a torch, and crying, 
Apremont is dead, and murder'd! _ 


_ _ Azelais foricks—Raymond bolds . 0 
Ass. N ber murder d? . 


% RAYMOND: 


R. Stay. — bm; and de fall) 


e eee eee filme, 
8 e blood him. - 
—_ 's upon 


Well. 

„ Gen. Didſt thou kill him ? 
Cee Thar man is innocent. 

(pointing to Raymond) 
e ure equirocars Strike him to 


Geof. Dagtrns fa ma bing we rep 


Of iron, the fiereeſt that can ſcald 


My entrails—I II tell you yet, he's innocent — 
And it was 1 killed Apremont. 


2d Gen. Didſt thou? 
the wide earth, in bottomleſs hell, 
| 5 page hangin inimitable cut- chroat. 
- (forces bimoff) 
: If G. Scixe the ruin leping there. Who 


art thou? 
Ray, up.) A deril— The rind and 
ſca 1 


Prick me. See if there is blood within my veins. 
Hel ha! * ! Came Cour .) ye bell hounds 


ty little K creep into your neft. Hey! 


Bloody, prickly hedge-hog—'is a ſkin fill'd with 
Dirt yet reeking loch perfume Give me ſome 
2 ; b 

Se 
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 Torchea>—ſearch.. Did youſer a Jew by bring. 
Me his ſweet-bread, CO ee mw, 
Awa this | er 


Sen. ane Sir Raym 
unſdund. 


nd Save enn. 

2d Gen. Kill him. What means he here ' 

1 Gen. Go one, and aſk 

Inſtructions. Stand dyc-—ebgutokile let' 5 futen ie 

For ſafety. Down. He foams. | 2 

Ray. (rifing with 4 Stand. off,/ at-at a 

firoke I'll reap- off all your heads. - 

25. Lege Hanf Ide Gr by 1 
ou old man ms 

Bind, ſalve him, bottle up the wound—a moment 

Nay, ſtay but a moment. Hia breaſt; puſi me 


His head. You bald turnip! Yeu 1 
Skull! I will crack him in the ſhell. 


Ser. What does he mean? hal ha! 
Gen. Silence do comes 


Enter William and aber. 5 
Wil. What ſays he? 


2d Gen. | found kin fake 
Bae, ea wg 


Nil. B ſoul tis Raymond. going to bi 
Ran donetactdar?” £ 7 , 
Ray. Rochefort! | | 
Wil. Does he know me noe? 2 
Ray. A bi $ to toll the great 
2 
How it thunders 
Wit: Ah. ! this is _ What hare. they 
brought on 
He underſtands. me not. Let ws— going „ . 
Raymond 


1 


Hal Rochefort ! — meyandven 
Thy indignation in the wound. 


Now ! now, Barbarian! | (n. 


* 
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— HY: What has he done > Haan e the m 
ding to do ven on itſelf, 
Thou victim w the rakoeſs of thy love | 
Due Azelais,. followed by Marina, Cc. 
as Save him. Twas don he—You ſhall not 
| kill him. - 7 ** ld N 

A Gn e An 


He is dead ! (Faint) 8. 
pore ber. api u. ; 


[ot 


Wick nan while 8 ſlaves 


will tine end 


And: drunk irds born in paſſion. Azelais, 
See this; and who will dare to love! Oh! 


a potion, 


That if gently mov'd; ſwims rich "as 
And e But ſhake the dompaſite, 


It ſmarts in 10 bitterneſs, and 
To phrenzy 2 5 ä 
Mar. She revives. © if 
Nucb. Bear her r r 
Are. Lead me, lead me to his tomb vithin ſome 


{2:8 choiſter, 


Where thetorrid ſun ſheds en. T'll feed 
Upon the damps of monumental breath; 
And putrid ſpectres every on hs en ſhall light me 

5 vigils. Phe part of me 
reſt vich him: I'll kneel till 1 grow 
28.59 marble a 

hs egemd; But, above the vaſlt, give me 
o behold one ſpark of reigning day. 


* | 20, Lou ſhall fpring into the fartheſt heaven; 11 


And' there be mingled in Cerulean chryſtal 
With the bleſt ; while, in immortal tranſſ 
. * wy 
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